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bolder to chide you, for yours. 

Vd . In cenclufion, I ftand affe&cd to her* 

Speed* I would you were fet 5 fo your affeftion would 
ccafe, * 

Vd. Laft night fhe enioyrfd me > 

T o write feme lines to one flic loues* 

Speed* And haue you ? 

Vd. I hatic. 

Speed . Are they not tamely writt f 

Vd* Nof Boy)but as well as I can do them : 

Peace, here flic comes. 

Speed* Oh excellent motion; oh exceeding Puppet: 
Now will he interpret to her* 

Vat* Madam Sc M.i ft res, a thoufand good-morrows. 
Speed* Qh/gmeyc-good-ev’n : hccr's a million of 
manners, 

SiL Sir Valentine* and fern ant, to you two thoufand. 
Speed. He Should giue her imereti: Sclhe giues it him. 
Vd* As you inioynd me; I haue writ your Letter 
Vnto the fecret, namclcs friend ofyours : 

Which I was much vu willing to proceed in* 

But for my duty to your Ladifhip. (done- 

SiL I thankeyou (gentie Seruant) ’ris very Clerkly- 
Vd* Now nuft mc(Madarn)ic camehardly-off: 

For being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writ at randome, very doubtfully. 

SiL Perchance you think toormichoffo much pains? 
Vd* No(Madam)ifo it ftccd you,! will write 
(Pleafe you command) a thoufand times as much: 

And yet —-- 

SiL A pretty period: well: I ghefife the fcquell; 

And yet I will not name it: and yet I care not* 

And yet, take this againe: and yet i thankeyou: 
Meaning henceforth to trouble yon no more. 

Speed. And yet you will: and yet, another yet* 

Vd* What meancs your Ladifnip ? 

Doc you not like it ? 

Sit* Yes, yes: the lines arc very queintly writ, 

But (fin cevn willingly) take them againe* 

Nay, tak^ them, 

Vd. Madam, they are for you* 

Situ* Ij I: you writ them Sir at my requeft, 

But I will none of them : they are for you : 

I would haue had them writ more mouingly : 

Vd. Plealeyou, lie wrkeyour Ladiihip another* 
SiL And when it’s writ: for rhy fake read it ouer, 
Andifitpleafcyou, fo: if not: why fo: 

Vd. Ifit pleafe me r (Madam?) what then ? 

SiL Why if it pleafe you, take it for your labour; 
And fo good-sorrow Seruant. Extt.SiL 

Speed* Oh left vnfecnc : inferutible : inuifible, 

As a nofe on*a-mans face 5 or a Wethercocke on a fteeple: 
My M after lues to her: and fiichath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupill,to become her Tutor. 

Oh excellent deuife, was there euer heard a better ? 

That my matter being feribej. 

To himfeifc.fhould write the Letter ? 

Vd* How now Sir? 

Whtt arc you reafoning with your felfe ? 

Speed. Nay: I was riming: > tis you j haue the reafon. 
Vd* To doe what? 

Speed.* To be a Spokcf-man from Madam Stfam* 

Vd* To whom? 

Speed* To your felfe: why, file woes you by a figure* 
VaL What figure/ 

Speed* By a Letter, I fhould fay* 


Vd* Why fhc hath not writ to me ? 

Speed* What need flic. 

When ftiee hath made you write to your felfe ? 

Why, doe you not pcrceiue the ieft ? 

Vd* No, beleeuc me* 

Speed* No bcleeuingyou indeed fir; 

But di d you pcrceiue her camefl f 

Vd * She gaue me none, except an angry word. 
Speed, Why flic hath giuen you a Letter. 

Vd* That’s the Letter I writ to her friend* 
speed* And j letter hathfhc deJiuer'd, 6t there an end, 
Vd. I would it were no worfe. 

Speed . lie warrant you, *cis as well: 

For often haue you writ to her: and fhe in modefty § 
Or elfe for want of idle fime,could not againe reply^ 

Or fearing els fome mefleger,^ might her mind difeouer 
Her felf hath taught her Loue himfdf, to write vnto her 
All this 1 fpeak in print/orin print I found it. (louer* 
Why mufc you fir, 'tis dinner time. 

Vd* Ibauedyn'd* 

iS£*«fJ,but hearken fir: though the Camel eon Lolic 
can feed on the ayre, 1 am one that am nourifh’d by my 
viftuals; and would faine hauc mcaie; ohbee not like 
your Miflreffe, be moued^ be moued* Exeunt, 


Scoena fecund a. 


Enter Prothem^ Julia, Pmthien* 

pro* Haue patience, gentle Id'm 3 
Id. I muft where is no remedy* 

Fra, When pofiibly I can, I will returne* 
ltd* Ifyoti turne not: you will return the fooner: 
Kcepc this remembrance for thy Julies fake* 

Fro . Why then wee’ll make exchange; 

Here, cake you this. 

Id* And icale the bargaine with a holy kific. 

Pro* Here fs my hand, for my irue conftande: 

And when that howre ore-flips me in the day. 
Wherein I figh not (/did) for thy fake. 

The next enfuing howre, fomefoule mifchance 
Torment me for my Loues forgetfulneffc: 

My father ftaies my camming: anfwercnoc: 

The tide is now; nay, not thy tide of teares, 

Thattide will flay me longer then I fiiould, 

Idia 3 farewell: what, gon without a word? 

I, fo true ioucfhould doe: ic cannot fpeake, 

For truth hath better deeds,then words to grace it* 
Pamk. Sir prothem; you arc ftaid 
Pro* Goc:I come,I come: 

Alas, this parting {trikes poorc Louers dumbe, 

Exennu 


Serna Tertta . 


EmerLumetjPAnthim. 

Lattice, Nay, ’mill bec this howre tre lHaoc done 
weeping : all tha kinde of'thci«w«cw, hauethis very 
fault: I haue recevu'd my proportion,like theprodigious 

fonne, 
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Sonne and am «oing with Sir Trothctu to the Impemlls 
Court’: I thinke Cr*b my dog , be the fowreft natured 
d oHC c that lines : My Mother weeping : my Father 
wavlin' 7 : my Sifter crying : our Maid howling.: our 
Carte wringing her hands, and all our houfe in a great 
perplexi ticket did not this cruell-hearted Curre (hedde 
one teare : he is a ftone, avery pibble ftone, and has no 
morepittyin him then a dogge :alew would haue wept 
to haue fetne our parting - why my Grandam hauing 
no eyes, lookeyou, wept her felfe blindc at my parting: 
navjldhew you the manner of it, Thiilhoocis my fa¬ 
ther 1 no, this left fliooe is my father; no, no, this left 
/hooe is my mother : nay, that cannot bee foneyther: 
yes; it is fo, it is to : it hath the worferfolc: i his firooc 
with the hole in it, is my mother and this my father: 
a vcng'ance on’t, there’tis: Now fir, this ftafFc is my fi- 
ftet : for,lookeyou,flic is as white as a lilly, and as 
fmallasawand : this hat is Netnou: maid : I am the 
dogge : no, the dogge is himlelfe,audlam the dogge: 
oh*he dogge is me, and I am my felfe ; I; fo,fo : now 
come I to my Father ; Father, your bleffing : now 
fhould not the fiiooe fpeake a word for weeping : 
nowlhould IkifTemy Father ; well,hceweepes on: 
Now come I to my Mother: Oh that flie could fpeake 
now j , like a would'woman : welLIkiffcher : why 
there’tis ; hecrc’s my mothers breach vp and dovvne: 
Now come I to my fifter; marke the moane flie makes: 
now the dogge all this while {beds not a teare nor 
fpeakes a word : buefee ho w I lay the duft with my 
teares. 

Pantb* Lmnce y & way, away: a Boord: thy Mafter is 
fhip’d^ and thou art topoft after with oarcs ; what*s the 
matter ? why weep’ft thou man ? away aflVj you'l loofe 
theTidcjifyou tarry any longer. 

Lam. It isno matter if the tide were loft > for it is the 
vnkmdcft Tide^thac cuer any man tide, 

Panth * What*s the vn kin deft tide ? 

Lm . Why 3 he that’s tide herc 5 Crd my dog. 

Pant* Tut, man ; I meane thouftc loofe theflood^nd 
inloofingtheflood,loofc thy voyage^and in loofing thy 
voyage, loofe thy Mailer f and in looting thy Maficr, 

loofe thy feruice, and in loofing thy feruicc:-- why 

doft thou flop my mouth ? 

Lam* Foifcarethou fliouldftloofethy tongue* 

Tanth* Where ftiould I loofe my tongue ? 

Lam* In thy Tale, 

Pmth* In thy Taile. 

Lamt* Loofe the Tide, and the voyage 3 and the Ma* 
fter^and cheSeruic^ and the tide: why man, if the Hitler 
Were drie,I am able to fill it with my teares: if the winde 
were downe, I could driue the boace with my fighes* 

Panth* Come: come away man , I was lent to call 
thee. 

Lan* Sir: call me what thou dar’ft* 

Paste* Wilt thou goe? 

Ltmn* WeK|Iwill g6e. 

Exeunt* 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Vdektine, Stluia y Thuric^Speed > Duke, Prcthem m 

■S7/. Seruant. ! ^ 1 ?-' 

VaL Miftris. 


Spec* Matter, Sir Tharj* frownes on you. 

Vd* J Boy, it’s for loue* 

Spee* Not of you. 

Vd* Ofmy Miftreflethcn* 

Spee. Twere good you knockthim* 

Sit. Seruant, you are fad* 

Vd* Xndeed,Madam,Ifecmefo* 

Thu* Seemc you that you are not ? 

Vd. Haply I doe. 

Thu* So doe Countcrfcyts. 

Vd* So doe you. 

Thu* What feemc I that I am not ? 

VaL Wife, 

Thu. What in fiance of the contrary ? 

VaL Your folly, 

Tkts - And howquoac you my folly ? 

Vd* J quoatit in your Icrkin* 

Thu* My Icrkin is a doublet, 

Vd* Well thermic double your folly* 

Thu* How ? 

Sit* What,angry,Sir Thttrio^o you change colour? 
Vd. Giue him Icaue^Madanuhe is a kind of Camdion* 
Thu. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud ? 
then line in your ayre. 

Vd. Y oti haue faid Sir* 

Thu. I Sir,and done too for this time, 

Vd. J know it wd fir,you alwaies end ere you begin. 
Sit. A fine voily ofwordfi/genileme^St quicklyfiioc off 
Vd* 4 Ti5 indeed,Madam,we thank the giuer, 

SiL Wiio is that Seruant ? 

Vd* Yourfdfe(fw r ect Lady)foryou gaucthe fire, 

Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your Ladilhips lookes^ 
And fpends what he borrow r es kindly in your company, 
Thu. Sir,ifyoufpend word for word wfth me, \ fhall 
make your wit bankrupt. (words, 

Vd. I know it well fir : youhauejan Exchequer of 
Arid! thinke, no other trcaiurc to giueyour followers: 
For it appeares by their bare Liueries 
That they liue by youvbare words. 

SiL No more; gentlemen, no more: 

Here comes my father, 

Duk: Now 5 daughter SiMa> you are hard befet* 

Sir Vdentine y your lather is in good hcakb> 

What fay you to a Letter from your friends 
Of much good newes ? 

Vd. My Lord 3 I will be thankfull, 

To any happy meffenger from thence, 

Duk. Know ye *Don Antonio y your Countriman ? 

Vd* I,my good Lord^I know the Gentleman 
To be ofworth ? and worthy eftimatiotij 
And not without defert fo well reputed* 

Hath he not a Sonne? 

Vd. I,my good Lord,a Sonjthat well deferues 
Thehonor.and regard of fucha father. 
fink* You know him well ? 

Vd* I knew him as my felfe: for from our Infancit 
We haueconuerftjandfpent our howres together, 

And though my felfe haue beene an idleTrtwant, 
Omitting the fweet benefit of time 
T o cl oath mine age with Angel-like perfediion: 

Yet hath Sir Pr*t%em{ for that’s his name) 

Made vfc 3 and faircaduantage of his daies: 

His ycaresbut yong^but his experience old r 
His head vn-mellowedjbut his ludgement ripe; 

And in a word (for far behinde his worth 
Comes all the praifes that I now beftow.) 

C He 
































































































